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maiden looks in, and sez to me, "Mr. Brown, the
White Witch will speak to you." And then I am
shown into the next room. Well, directly I come in,
sez he to me, "I know what you've come for before
you speak a word; your cow's milk won't scald. I'll
tell'y why: she been overlooked by an old woman
named Betty Spry." He said so to me, as sure as
eggs is egges, and I never had told him not one word.
Then sez he to me, "You go home and get sticks
out four different parishes, and set them under the
milk, and her'll boil." Well, I paid 'un a crown, and
then I came here; and I fetched sticks from Lew
Trenchard, and from Stowford, and German's Week,
and from Broadwood Widger; and no sooner
were they lighted under the pan than the milk
boiled.'
Then up rose Farmer Tickle, very red in the face,
and said: 'Mr. Lecturer: You've said that there be
no such things as spirits and ghosts. I'll tell'y some-
thing. I was coming over Broadbury one night, and
somehow or other I lost my way. I was afraid of
falling into the bog—you know all about that bog,
don't'y, by the old Roman Castle? There was a
gentleman—a sort of traveller, in my recollection—
was driving over Broadbury in a light tax-cart, and
suddenly he went into the bog, and his horse and cart
were swallowed up, and he had much ado to save
himself. Well, he didn't want to lose his tax-cart
and harness, for the tax-cart contained bales of cloth
and the harness was new; so he went to the black-
smith at the cross, and got him to come there with
his man and grappling-irons. They let the irons down
into the bog, and presently they got hold of some-
thing and began to draw it up. It was a horse; and
they threw it on the side and said, "There, sir, now
you have your horse."—"No," answered he, looking
hard at it, "this is a hunter, with saddle and stirrups.
Let down the irons again," So they felt about once

